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to have the conventicle stopped. Sandy, without consulting
any one, replied that he was a citizen of a free country, and
would give the use of the school to anybody he pleased.

“Yea, Saun’ers, man,” answered Dawvid Hadden.
“Ye’ll better ca’ canny; aw wuss that bit moufu’ dinna
craw i’ yer crap or a’ be deen.”

“We’ll tak’ oor risk o' that, Mr. Hadden; for even Sir
Simon hasna the poo’er 0" pot an’ gallows noo.”

“ Maybe no; but it’ll be cheeng’t wardles an he binna -
able to haud’s nain wi’ them 't ’s obleeg’t till’s leenity for
ha’ein a reef o’ ony kin’ abeen their heids. I’se jist warn ye
ance mair to be cowshus; or ye’ll hear mair aboot it.”

Along with an abundance of toadyism towards those he
reckoned above him, Dawvid Hadden exhibited not a little
of the spirit of the petty tyrant on the side seen by the
people who, he imagined, came fairly within the compass ot
his particular authority, and it is not to be supposed that
the version given to Sir Simon of Sandy Peterkin’s behaviour
toward Dawvid as Sir Simon’s representative, suffered that
behaviour to lose anything of its offensiveness. At any
rate, Dawvid very speedily began to let mysterious hints
drop about the general connection between attendance at the
Smiddyward services and brevity of tenure on the lands of
Sir Simon Frissal, and he did not seruple to let it be under-
stood that Sandy Peterkin had put himself entirely at his,
Dawvid’s, mercy.

I don’t know that either the souter or the smith, if they
had been consulted, would have advised Sandy Peterkin to
do the rash thing he did in contemning Dawvid Hadden ;
nevertheless, they were both roused at the idea that “the
creatur” should insult a man who was so much his superior,
as they agreed in considering the dominie of the Ward to
be. Probably, however, their indignation would have sub-
sided without any particular result, had it not been that just
about the time when it was hottest, Johnny Gibb, who had
been advised of Dawvid’s general ongoings, but not of this
particular act, came across to the smiddy on some lawful
errand. The smith was going on at the hearth, for Hairry
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‘Fan did ever ye get me i’ my bed at this time i’ the
mornin’?” says I, an’ wud ’a ta'en a bit fun wi’ “im, ye see.
But Dawvid rebats, an’ says he, ¢ That’s nedder here nor
there, Hairry, man ; ye’ll need to get your sma’ borin’ brace
an’ a fyou ither teels this moment an’ ca’ a bit framie the-
gidder, ’t’s wuntit to keep the loggage steady o’ the cairt.””

“ An’ heard ye onything aboot Sandy Peterkin an’ the
skweel ?” asked Johnny Gibb, who had listened not too
patiently to Hairry.

“I’m comin’ to that eenoo, Gushets. Ye see, they sud
’a been at me the nicht afore. Hooever, the butler forgat
a’ aboot it, an’ the cairt hed to be awa’ at aucht o’clock 1’
the mornin”  But I blieve gin Dawvid didna soun’ them
aboot it for ance. Weel, as aw was sayin’, the cairt was a’
in order in fine time. An’ Dawvid was I’ the gran’est
humour’t cud be. Oh, he wud hae nae na-say, but I wud
gae up by the Wast Lodge, faur Meg Raffan the henwife
bides, an’ tak’ my brakfist wi’ ‘im. Aweel, this fares on,
an’ we hed oor dram thegidder, like ony twa lairds; an’
syne Dawvid got rael crackie aboot this an’ that. An’ it
was than’t he taul me that the laird was gyaun awa’ to the
Sooth aboot some faimily affairs, an’’t he wudna lickly be
hame for a puckle months at ony rate.”

«“ An’ Dawvid was to reign in’s stead, nae doot!” sug-
gested the smith.

“Weel, he was gey lairge upo’ that. ‘Ye see it’s nae
a licht responsibility at nae time,” says he, ‘till conduck the
buzness o’ an estate like this. An’it’s aiven mair seriouser
at a time like this; for Sir Simon has naebody but mysel’.
But I hae full poo’er to ack accordin’ to my nain joodg-
ment.” ”

“But he saidna naething aboot the skweel than ¢”

“He jist did that, John. Says he, ‘ They *ve been haein’
a gey on-cairry doon at the Ward, wi’ that non-intrusion
meetin’s. An’ that creatur Peterkin gya me the grytest o’
ensolence the tither nicht. But jist bide still, till I get “im
richt i’ my poo’er, gin I dinna gi'e ’im a grip that he hisna
gotten the like o’ ’t for some time.’”
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Gushets, I’ve seen you at vawrious Presbytery meetin’s ;
forbye’t ye was up at Culsalmon’, tee, at the fawmous
intrusion case—Ay, yon knowe-heid saw a sicht that day
’t T wunna foryet in a hurry. Fat for sudna ye gie’s a
word ?”

“'Wa’ wi’ ye, Hairry ; fa’ i’ the wardle wud ever think
o’ me makin’ a speech? I mith haud in a back chap till
anither ; but to attemp’ a discoorse—I wud be owre the
theets ere we got weel streiket.”

“Bless me; fat are we argle-barglin aboot, Rory ?” said
the smith, who saw the drift of things at a glance.

As the smith spoke, Hairry Muggart hirsled” half round—

“There’s Hairry,’t’s to be oor cheerman. It fa’s to
him o’ richt to apen the subject; an’ fa fitter to gae owre
the haill heids an’ partic’lars 2”

“Weel—no, I mith try a fyou remarks aboot fat I’ve
seen ; but I wunna promise to gae owre the haill subject.”

“ Never min’, Gushets’ll tak’ up fat ye leave oot,” said
the smith.

The truth was, Hairry desired the opportunity of figuring
as a public speaker, and had kept that enviable distinction
clearly in view from the outset.

So the meeting was called. Johnny Gibb and all his
household were there, with the souter, the smith, Sandy
Peterkin, and other residenters at Smiddyward, including
Widow Will, her son Jock, now developing into a long,
lanky loon, and her lodger, the mole-catcher, who had gone
through his first campaign, and become a fully-qualified
practitioner ; also, Andrew Langchafts, the merchan’, and a
few people from the Kirktown. Mrs. Birse was there, and
Miss Birse, with Peter junior. Peter Birse senior was
absent, and the fact was sufficiently remarkable to warrant
a sentence in explanation thereof; so Mrs. Birse, with
affable frankness, informed Johnny Gibb that he “hedna
been vera stoot, an’ was compleenin war nor eeswal the
nicht.” :

As was fit and proper, the meeting was opened with
devotional exercises, the souter taking the chief part, and

\
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“Ye was there as weel’s me, an’ kent a hantle mair o’ the
heid deesters. Say awa’, an’ I’se gi'e ony sma’ help’t I
can i’ the wye o’ ekein’’t oot.”

“Weel,” answered Hairry, deliberately wiping his
spectacles and putting them on, and thereafter pulling a
somewhat crumpled piece of paper from the tail pocket of
his coat. Up to this time the chairman had endeavoured to
keep up a sort of didactic style; but he now, despite his
notes, merged himself in what was more natural to him,
and, I humbly think, more entertaining to his audience—
whether more instructive or not—the direct narrative style.
“Weel, ye see,” continued Hairry, “ there ’s naething, as the
Presbytery-clark said, ‘like dockimentary preef’ fan ye come
to particulars—I leern’t that muckle fae the Presbytery
meetin’ on the twenty-aucht o’ October last past. It was
than that they met first i’ the kirk o’ Culsalmon’, an’ resolv’t
to gae on wi’ the sattlement o’ this bodie, Middleton ; an’
they carriet it, seyven to five. Hooever, I markit doon a
fyou particulars aifterhin, to be siccar wi'’t—aw’'m nae
gyaun to read them, but jist keep the heids afore me.
Aweel, this fares on, an’ fan the day cam’—Gushetneuk an’
mysel’ hed hed the maitter throu’ han’—says John to me,
¢ Mithna we tak’ a stap owre to the kirk o’ Culsalmon’, man,
an’ see wi’ oor ain een fat wye the bools’ll row ?° It was a
slack sizzon, an’ I hed promis’t to gae up to Colpy to see
some aul’ acquantances at ony rate. Oot we sets. Awat
it was a snell mornin’; Benachie as fite’s a washen fleece,
an’ oorlich shoo’ers o’ drift an’ hail scoorin’ across the
kwintra. We wusna weel past the neuk o’ the wuds o’
Newton till we sees the fowk gedderin fae here an’ there,
some gyaun up the Huntly road afore’s, some comin’ fae the
Glens, an’ some hyne doon as far’s we cud see, comin’ fae
the Ba'dyfash wan. They war feckly o’ their feet, though
there wus twa-three ridin’ an’ siclike ; I kenna gin they war
minaisters—(by their wye o’ sittin’ their beasts some o’ them
leukit fell like it no)—or gin they war lawvyers, or shirras,
or fat.—But I doot I’'m wan’erin’ fae the pint immedantly
oon’er consideration. Amnin aw, John ?”
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Shirra o’ the coonty, Maister Murray, they tell me’s been
there sin’ yesterday, an’ the Fiscal, Maister Simpson,’s there;
forbye Shirra Lumsdell, fae Pitcaple, an’ I believe the
Captain, fae Logie, tee. Of coorse, the Presbytery’s legal
awgent’s up fae Cromwellside, an’ they say anither lawvyer
or twa. An’ mair nor a’ that, there’s a batch o’ that new
rural constaabulary, as they ca’ them, up the road, nae fyouer
nor aboot foifteen o’ them oon’er their captain, ane An’erson,
a muckle blawn-up red-fac’t-like chiel, wi’ a besom o’ black
hair aboot’s mow’, ’t hed been i’ the airmy, they say; an’
fudder or no e said it, some o’ them was lattin ’ licht 't he
did say’t he sud sattle the minaister to them at the point o’
the baignet’ Isna that aboot the rinnins o’ fat the Cul-
salmon’ mannie taul ’s, Gushets ?”

“Ye’re weel within boun’s, Hairry, man; an’ fat we saw
aifterhin clench’t the feck o’’t to the ootside.”

“Ye maun aye keep in min’, my freen’s,” continued the
Chairman, inspecting his MS., “that fan the Presbytery
met on the twenty-aucht o’ October to moderat the Call
—an’ a lang meetin’ it was: fat wi’ objections and interjec-
tions, they war aff an’ on at it for aboot a haill roun’ o’ the
knock—fan they met ye maun recolleck ’t a’ the names
pitten to the Call in fawvour o’ the presentee wus only forty-
five; an’ nae fyouer nor auchty-nine heids o’ faimilies
exercees’t their veto against im. Thase were the circum-
stances oonder whuch the sattlement was forc’t on wi’ a’ this
mengyie o shirras, an’ lawvyers, an’ constables.—It’s a vera
stiff brae, an’ ere we wan up to the kirk, it was gyaun
upon eleyven o’clock. < Hooever,” says the mannie, ¢ we’re
in braw time; it’s twal ere the sattlement begin, an’ I’se
warran they sanna apen the kirk doors till s till than.” So
we tak’s a leuk roun’ for ony kent fowk. They war stannin’
aboot a’ gate roun’ aboot the kirk, in scores an’ hunners,
fowk fae a’ the pairis’es roun’ aboot, an’ some fae hyne awa’
as far doon’s Marnoch o’ the tae han’ an Kintore o’ the tither,
aw blieve; some war stampin’ their feet an’ slappin’ their
airms like the yauws o’ a win'mill to keep them a-heat;
puckles wus sittin’ o’ the kirkyard dyke, smokin’ an’ gyaun
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and pat it upo’ their beuks that objections were called for
an’ none offer't’ The multiteed wus tynin patience gey
sair fan the sough gat up’t they war ‘ comin’!” The Shirra
o’ the coonty, Murray, Shirra Lumsdell, the Fiscal,—an’ neen
there hed a mair maroonjous face that day—Captain
Da’rymple, an’ this An’erson, the heid o’ the constaabulary,
cam up wi them, ackin’ as a body-guard appearandly, to
defen’ the shepherds fae the flock oon’er their chairge. An
auncient poet hath said—

The hurly burly noo began,
Was richt weel worth the seein’,

bt

An’ gin it war lawfu’ to be vyokie ower sairious maitters o
that kin’, it ’s a rael true wye o’ descryvin the thing. Oh,
they war a roch an’ richt set gey puckles o’ them, and a sad
ongae they made o’ ’t; only they war but ignorant kwintra
fowk, an’ little to be expeckit fae them, by’se fae the set o’
leern’t men’t hed ta’en t upo’ them to provoke them to
mischief, tramplin’ the richts o’ the people oon’erneath their
feet. They war makin’ for the wast door; but several
hunners hed congregat there, an’ puckles at the tither door,
a’ ettlin for into the kirk fanever the doors sud be apen’t.
This Captain An’erson, wi’ ’s constaabulary, an’ a fyou shirra’s-
offishers, triet to birze throu’ an’ mak’ an apenin. ¢ Stan’
back noo, my men: stan’ back noo.” But, instead o’ that,
they 're jammin tee at their heels, wi’ cairns o' them rinkin
up upo the dyke. The Presbytery wus stoitin here an’
there: ane gat’s hat ca’d owre’s een, an’ Maister Middleton,
though the Shirra was takin’ speeshal care o’ his safe-aty,
gat a bit clink or twa, it was said, wi' bits o’ snaw ba’s; an’
there’s a story, though I sanna vooch for’t, that fan they
war fairly stuck’n for a minit or twa, a lang airm was rax’t
owre atweesh the shou'ders o’ twa three o’ them, an’ a han’
‘that naebody kent fa ’t belang’t till gat a grip o’ the nose o’
ane 0’ the heid deesters an’ gya 't sic a thraw that it didna
tyne the purpie colour nor come back to the aul’ set for a
file. But the trowth o the maitter was, naebody wud 'a
kent sair fat was deein or fa was maist to blame. Some o’
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syne ane, deman'it quaetness, they only cried oot, < Hoot,
never min’ *im; keep up the din;’ an’ a’ the time they war
flingin’ aboot bits o’ skelbs o’ stickies and siclike. Weel,
this gaes on for I’se warran’ an oor, fan Captain Da’rymple
—he’s an el’er, aw b'lieve—he stan’s up an’ says, ‘I noo
claim the protection o’ the shirra, the Presbytery being
deforc’t in its duty.” An’ oot they forces the haill body o’
them, awa’' back to the manse, faur it was said a sermon
was preach’t fae the words, ‘I have planted, and Apollos
watered '—(a mannie says to me, ¢ Ay, he tyeuk the words
oot o’ Paul’s mou’, but Paul hed naething adee wi sic
plantin’; he sud 'a said Peter plantit at ance’—'t wusna
that oonwutty o the carlie). Weel, the din gaed on i’ the
kirk ; oh, there was a set o’ roch-like breets up aboot the
poopit, an’ ane in’t haudin a terrible hyse; an’ aw blieve
ere a’ was deen they war singin’ sangs an’ smokin’ their
pipes intill’t. Ane cries oot o’ ’t, ‘Will ye hae Culsalmon’
psalms 2 an’ anither mak’s answer, ‘Gie’s Holy Willie’s
Prayer” Of coorse the Presbytery an’ the lawvyers con-
cludit the sattlement i’ the manse again’ &’ sponsible objec-
tions; an’ syne they drappit aff hame ane an’ ane, some
ca’in 1’ their gigs, some ridin’; but though bourachs o’ fowk
wus stanin aboot the place, nae a tell wud they tell gin it
was a’ deen or no. The fowk i’ the kirk bade still; some
thocht they wud come back ; some said that they be’t a pit
the minaister throu’ the kirk afore twal at nicht, or he
wudna be richt sattl't; some said ae thing, some anither,
but aye the reerie gaed on wi’ a’ kin’ o’ orra jaw. Fan it
was beginnin’ to gloam they war jowin' the bell like &’
thing, an’ declarin’ they wud see the en’ o’ 't tho’ ’t sud
be three o’clock i’ the mornin’. An’aw blieve some o’
them raelly bade till aboot midnicht an’ nail’t up the kirk
doors ere they leeft; the gey feck o' the lozens i’ the
windows hed been broken ere that time; an’ fa sud be
brakin’ amo’ the lave but ane o’ the bellman’s ain loons—
so they said. But we thocht it time to be stappin hame-
wuth afore we tint the daylicht a’thegither, an’ that wye
sawna the hin'er en’ o’ t.”
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't was there that day wus ta’en to Edinbore’, to gang afore
the Lords, as ye’re a’ weel awaar. Of coorse, they wudna
miss oot Dr. Robison o’ Williamston, he hed come owre sair
forrat o’ the non-intrusion side, but the ither four, they
mith ’a as weel ta’en up Hairry or me, I suppose. An’
aiven at the trial afore this Lord Joostice Clark, the doctor,
as ye a’ ken, was pruv’'t Not Guilty; the lads Walker and
Spence wan aff unproven, an’ the tither twa, they war fley’t
till try ava. That’s the wye that yer joostices an’ kirk
pawtrons wud rowle the kwintra—a bonny set or than no.
But fat syne; gin the law o’ the lan’ alloo’t, little to them
wud jail ilka ane o’ ’s at their nain pleesour! That’s nae
maitter o’ guess wark, but fairly pruv’t by fat they’ve deen
ere this time. Noo afore we sin’er, I’ve nae mair to say,
but jist this, that it’s vera necessar’ for ane an’ a’ o’ ’s to
tak’ a side, the side o’ richt prenciple, an’ be ready to main-
teen’t till the Kirk o’ Scotlan’ establish her richts owre the
croon o’ ’er oppressors.”

‘When Johnny Gibb had ended, there was a silence of
some duration, till first Andrew Langchafts, and next Sandy
Peterkin, expressed their sense of the high value of the
speeches delivered. Very little more was said, and the
meeting closed with the understanding that another would
be called when circumstances seemed to demand it.

I may have occasion hereafter to note other results of
this meeting. Meantime let me say that it served in reality
as a sort of basis to such non-intrusion movement as dis-
tinguished the parish of Pyketillim. A few months pre-
viously the local newspapers had had the benefit of a very
long advertisement, containing the names of a great many
farmers in the Formartine .district, and a few lairds, all
zealous and godly. churchmen, addressed in sympathetic
terms to the noble brethren who formed the majority of the
Presbytery of Strathbogie, and setting forth how the “Scrip-
ture” enjoins obedience to the law, and so on. Several of
the leading men in Pyketillim, including Mains of Yawal
and Teuchitsmyre, had thought it would be a creditable
thing to follow this example; and they had spoken thereof






